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going off, losing her looks—at twenty-five! She was
outraged, she was frantic, everything inside her screamed
No!
"It is because I am living without happiness,'* she
thought, "I'm beating down the desire for happiness,
every day trampling on it, pushing it further and
further down. .., I can't go on like this. Comrades, hurry,
hurry! Hurry up and make an end of the fascists, before
I wither up altogether for lack of happiness!"
Why does no one fall in love with me? Someone must.
No matter who. Nizvetsky, for instance. He is ill, the
poor man. Never mind, she thought, I don't care
whether he is sick or well. Let him fall in love, that's all
I mind about. She started putting herself in Nizvetsky's
way and sat down or stood so that he should see her face.
She joked and laughed, and half-closed her eyes—all so
that he should fall in love with her. She did not address
him, but talked with the others. He gaped at her,
bewildered and sad, his eyebrows unattractively raised,
his yellow forehead wrinkled, while she thought cold-
bloodedly:
"Now go on, fall in love, quickly.'*
He did, very quickly. He began to pass through her
coach frequently. She did not even turn her head
towards him. That's it, pass along, that's all I want of
you!
At Julia Dmitriyevna's request, Vaska was appointed
nurse and transferred to the sixth coach.
A mishap occurred in the sixth coach while Vaska
was on night duty—blood began soaking through the
bandages round the stump of an arm amputation case.
Vaska, going the rounds, noticed a dark patch on the
pillow, looked more closely—blood! The man was
asleep. Vaska hurried to the next coach and asked the
nurse on duty to run for Sister Faina, then returned,
took a clean sheet and went to the man. As ill-luck would
have it he was sleeping soundly and she was afraid to
awaken him—it might disturb the others.
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